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2003 


Christ, he couldn't believe he was doing this, Tommy groaned mentally as he ducked around a corner to avoid 


coming face-to-face with Justin-Little-Dick-Timberlake. This was so fucking not cool. 


All around him, sickeningly cute pop stars roamed, polishing and primping for their performances, whether they 
were going to bounce around on stage, or introduce the winner of some shit-fuck award. Who the fuck had 
decided to invite him to the fucking Teen Choice Awards anyway? Or was it just because they wanted to see 
what would happen if they got him on a stage with Pam and cocksucking Kid Rock? 


In any case, he could congratulate himself on getting good and shit-faced before showing up. It was going to 
make things a lot easier. Even if he didn't remember anything afterward. 


What the hell was that? Above the clatter and cries of the pop stars, he thought he heard a voice singing. 
Familiar... Had he heard that voice before? But then it was gone and he heard nothing. 


Curious, he turned down the hall and wandered in the darkness, ears straining for more of that voice. At a 


closed door, he caught it again, just a faint hint of a melody, a brush of words. 
"I'm alive.. Live wire...” 


For a minute, just one brief flash in time, he felt his heart contract sharply. He forced the pain back and 
yanked the door open, with no regard to who might be inside. 


And if he tried, very, very hard, he would open the door and see exactly what he wanted to see, would hear 


the voice that was ringing in the ears of his memory. 

(He opened the door and Vince stood over the sink in the bathroom, wearing nothing but a pair of jean shorts, 
and in the thick mane of dyed-blond hair, he could see grains of sand. Vince's skin was reddened by the sun, 
and it looked warm to the touch. 


He closed the door, and Vince looked up, eyes round and startled, then smiled. "Hiya, big guy." 


Tommy grinned back at him, making a show of licking his lips while his eyes ran over their coveted prize. "Hey. 


Lookin’ for some action?" 
The blond grinned back slyly. "What kind of action?" 
He crossed the room, slid his arms around Vince's muscled waist. "You know what kind. Sing." 


Vince rolled his eyes and pursed his lips, scrunching his nose in an arrogant pout that made Tommy start to 
steam. "What do you want me to sing?" 


"Fuck, Vince, just sing.” 


"Fine." He slid one arm around Tommy's neck, and began singing with mock boredom. "Plug me in, I'm alive 


tonight...") 


It was a blond who stood inside the room, but the hair was short and ever-so-slightly curled, and the 


surprised eyes that turned to him were blue and open, not vain or jaded. 


For a second, Tommy just stared. Fuck, who..? 


"Um..." The blond stared at him. "Hello." 

"Yeah. Hey. Uh..." 

On the couch, another kid sat, this one with longer brown hair and a small goatee. his eyes were dazed and 
clouded, and he stared off into space. Tommy smirked; Nikki used to look like that, usually just before he 
started stalking shadows with his shotgun. 

"You're Tommy Lee," the blond said. 

"Uh, yeah." 


The kid grinned, and came over, holding out a hand. "Lance Bass." 


Bass, huh? Maybe it was his long lost brother. Fuck, he couldn't be that unlucky. "Hey, man. Sorry about..you 


know?" 


"No problem. Come on in" He gestured for him to come further into the small backstage room, the white- 


walled, sofa-lined compartment. "Don't worry about J.C. He'll snap out of it. | hope." 


"Yeah, sure, in a couple of hours he'll be great" Tommy shuffled into the apartment. What the hell was he 


doing here? "You were singing." 

Lance blushed. "Yeah. You heard, | guess. | just..like that song." 

"Big Mötley fan?" 

Lance shifted. "I don't know. | mean, not that | don't think you guys were great, but it's just.l'm more of a 
Prince guy, you know? But my girlfriend was listening to some 80's station, and they played it. It got stuck in 
my head" 

( "Fuck, Tommy, what do you want me to stay? | got stuck on you, or part of you got stuck inside me. | can't 
stop thinking about you. So, fuck, what if | do love you? Fuck you. Fuck me, too, ‘cause | don't give a shit. l'm 
not some dumb cunt, gonna run panting after you.") 

Jesus, where did that come from? He shook his head. Maybe he shouldn't have drunk so much. "I should go..." 
"Okay, sure." 


"Sorry about just busting in, man" 


"IFs okay.” 


Tommy paused. "Kind of pussy, aren't you?" 
Lance blinked. "Excuse me?" 

He shrugged. "You're so damn polite" 

"And that makes me..pussy?" 


"Whatever, man" Why wasn't he leaving? But the kid had pretty eyes. Chick eyes. He just wished they were a 
little colder. Fuck. He turned his back on the kid and headed back to the door, past the dazed J.C. 


"Wait: 


He glanced back. Lance stood at the couch's side, hands fiddling with some frayed string on his shirt sleeve. His 
eyes had gone shy. 


"| kind of lied" 
Tommy leaned one shoulder against the doorframe. 
"| don't like Motley Crue. But | do like you." Again, Lance blushed. "I mean, you're a good drummer...” 


"Do you even have a fucking clue what a good drummer is?" Tommy smiled, slow and cruel. "That's not what 


you meant by ‘like’. 

The kid swallowed, eyes widening, "I just meant..your-your image-you know." 

Victory, and he hadn't even been looking for it. In two long strides he crossed the room and stood inches from 
Lance. "Yeah?" His voice went low and husky. "You like my tattoos? You like the piercings? Like the newspaper 
headlines? Sex tapes?" 

A brief look of panic flashed across his face, before he lowered his eyes. 

"Holy fuck." Tommy grinned. "You saw them didn't you, you little fucker?" 


Suddenly stubborn eyes looked up to his. "Maybe. So what?" 


"So which one'd you see? Heather or Pam? Both? Tell me, brat. What got you hotter?" He reached a hand 
between then, slid two fingers into Lance's waistband and yanked him forward, so that the kid stumbled against 
him. "Me or her?" He could almost feel the frightened heart beating against his. He couldn't help himself, and 
why should he hold back? Who was this little prick going to tell? He craned his neck, licking behind the shell of 
Lance's ear, thrilling with satisfaction at the short gasp. 


Not once did the kid try to pull away. When Tommy released him, the look in his eyes was shocked and wispy, 
like a cloud about to float away. Not at all what Tommy wanted him to look like. 


( Vince pushed him away, nostrils flaring with his quick, shallow breaths. His eyes had gone smoky, and his lips 
looked slightly swollen already. Tommy's own mouth throbbed pleasantly. His groin tightened when lips and teeth 
attached his neck, one hand tangling in his hair, the other streaking down to scratch his chest like a cat. 


"You stopped singing," Tommy complained. 


He felt Vince's soft chuckle against his chest, then murky, hunger-clouded eyes peered into his. "Come on, 
baby, you gotta play with me. Well, I'm your live wire-") 


Lance's eyes cut to the other kid on the couch, then flickered back to Tommy. "l.l, uh, 1." 
"Talking's over-rated. Can you sing?" 

A tiny smile played over the kid's lips. "Yeah, | can sing." 

"Sing Live Wire." 

"Why?" 

He stepped close again. "| said fucking sing.” 

Ge 


Tommy turned on his heel. He needed this, fucking -needed- it. It had been too damn long, too damn hard, and 
he was going to do it and get it out of his system while he was drunk, and then it would all be better. 


He grabbed the wasted guy by the back of his shirt and heaved him up, tossed him out into the hall and 


slammed the door after himself, locking Lance and himself in the room. "Sing. Now." 
The kid's eyes were wide, and his hands balled into shaking fists. "What is this?" 

"You told me to wait. | waited. | stayed. Now fucking sing. Don't make me say it again" 
"l-l-might not know all the words-" 


Tommy's hand wrapped around the kid's throat, making him gasp. He squeezed, lightly, then released him. His 
eyes bored into the kid's. 


Lance swallowed, and his voice came out dry and raspy with fear. "Plug me in-l'm alive tonight-" He paused, 


eyes flickering with thought, then: "Out on the streets again" 
His voice wasn't bad. And if Tommy tried very, very hard, he could hear a different voice. 
“Turn me on, I'm too hot to stop-Something you'll never forget" 


He slid around behind the kid, moved his arms around his waist. his hands ran roughly over the his sides, up 
his chest, and he raked his nails hard enough that Lance winced and paused. "Don't-fucking-stop." 


"Take my fist, break down walls, I'm on top tonight.” 

"Not tonight," Tommy muttered in the kid's ear, before he let his tongue flick out, licking at his ear. He needed 
to taste flesh, needed to devour it, conquer it. He grabbed at the cotton t-shirt and yanked sharply. It ripped 
down the center with barely any resistance, and Lance gasped. But he was learning the rules; his voice kept on. 


"No, no. You better set me free, cause l'm hot, young, running free, a little bit better than | used to be" 


Tommy lowered his head, lips parting to let his teeth sink into the curve of Lance's neck. The kid jolted, and 
Tommy felt fingers grab his thighs and dig in. He smiled, bit down harder, felt the body lean back against him. 


"Cause l'm alive, live wire. Cause l'm alive, live wire." 

Everything the kid could give, Tommy needed. He spun him around, shoved him up against the wall, and bent 
low over the pale, exposed chest. At the curve of the kid's hip, just above his loose jeans, Tommy bit him once 
more, this time grinding his teeth down until Lance hissed. Then he shifted, licking him from his navel up to his 
chin. He tasted like soap and-he almost laughed aloud-cologne. But- 


(Vince tasted like soap, clean and mellow, but when Tommy buried his face in his hair, he could smell seawater 


that hadn't been washed out, and a faint trace of vanilla. 

He pulled back, enough so that he could see Tommy clearly, and grinned. And somehow, that grin lit up the 
whole world, and Tommy felt like he was filled with sunshine. He wasn't sure he liked it, but the warmth, the 
brightness, made him smile back. He grabbed Vince's lush mouth in a last, hard kiss, before he pressed him 
down into the floor.) 

"Tommy!" 

He growled, already half on the floor and pulling Lance down with him. 


"| can't-l can't do this." 


"The fuck you can't" He got his arm around the kid's waist and yanked him off balance, flattening him on the 


ground. 


"| can't!" Lance twisted under him, voice bordering on panic. "| don't-| can't-I've never-" 
Tommy stilled, lips twisting into a snarl as he let loose a long string of curses. "Never?" 
Lance quieted. "No." 

"Not even." 

"Nothing." 


"Fuck it, baby boy. You're losing it tonight" His fingers dug under Lance's waistband, pulling, while his other 
hand worked under the kid's body to the front of his jeans. 


Lance shivered. "Please." 
"Roll over." 


The boy rolled His eyes widened when moved up to Tommy crouch over him, working open the lacings of his 
leathers. "What are you doing?" 


"Thought you were cherry, not stupid" He eased out his cock, long, heavy, and weeping. "Open up." 


Lance's eyes were already big; now they seemed to swallow his face. "It was just a crush. It didn't mean 


anything.” 


Tommy grabbed the kid's jaw with one hand, guided his cock to Lance's mouth with the other. "You don't want 
it to be dry, do you? Either way works for me." 


Lance looked like he might cry. His lips trembled as he parted them to admit Tommy's length. He held the head 


there in his mouth, eyes squishing closed. 
"Don't play fucking stupid, bitch. Suck it" Tommy jerked at his hair. 
Lance's lips pressed close around him, and slowly, he began to suck 


Tommy groaned. "Your tongue." The hesitant dabbing had his hand tightening in the short hair, his eyes once 
more drifting shut. 


(He kept his eyes on Vince's face, on his cheeks as they sucked in, on the pouty lips wrapped around his dick, 


sliding up and down. 


"Fuck." His head fell back as Vince swallowed him down, deep-throating him. He could feel his release coiling 


inside him, and he needed it badly. 


Vince pulled back with a smack of his lips, and Tommy was left cold and wet and aching. Vince snickered at his 


pained expression "Oh, I'm alive," he crooned. "Live wire..." 


Tommy grabbed for him, hauled him onto his lap and lifted his hips so that they were in position. Vince held 


onto his shoulders, his lips swollen as he smirked. 

"Cause l'm alive, live WIRE") 

He pulled back quickly, startled by Lance's gags. Christ, he hadn't mean to choke him. The kid lay still, gasping 
for breath. Tommy didn't wait for him to catch it. He ripped open Lance's jeans and hauled them down his legs 
until he was free, then flipped him over. 

"Wait-" 

Tommy forced his thighs apart, and drove in. 

Vince would have screamed. Lance only dragged in one, endless, agonizing breath, and stiffened. 

Lance wasn't Vince. Tommy hated him for that. 

But he forced himself to go slow, forced himself to hold back against the wild urge to slam and pound. He drew 
slowly back, sank in again. He held his weight off Lance with one hand; the other ran roughly over the boy's 
body, stroking waist and side and thigh, sneaking under his body to pinch and rub at his nipples. Kept trying to 
please him, so he could imagine he was pleasing Vince, so he could imagine it was Vince beneath him. 

Vince, moaning, writhing, bucking. 

Even though it was only this kid. 

He angled his thrusts differently, searching, searching..until a tiny murmur escaped Lance's lips, and his body 
arched involuntarily. Tommy drew back, only inches, and slid back in, his cock hitting the same spot. Again and 
again and again, until Lance started to move, until his breath was ragged. When Tornmy reached under him, he 
found the kid's dick hard. 

"Sing," he ordered. 

"God, | can't," Lance sobbed. 


Tommy froze in place. 


"Don't stop. Please!" 


"Do it" 

‘Live wire," he panted. "Cause l'm alive-Live wire. Please, Tormmy..” 

Tommy thrust in once, waited. 

"Come on be my baby, come on tonight. Come on love me baby, come on tonight” 

He fell back into a rhythm, and his fingers gripped Lance's erection 

"Ill give you everything, you want inside. Plug me in, plug me in. | want you. Come on tonight" 
"Keep going," he gasped. His head spun; his body climbed toward ecstasy. 


"You better turn me loose, you better set me free. Cause I'm hot, young, running free-" Lance grunted, rocked 


with Tommy. "A little bit better than | used to be." 
In his mind he heard the wail, the long shrieking scream that murdered his ears and sent him rocketing higher. 
Below him, Lance groaned and came, tightening around Tommy as he did. 


Tommy's teeth ground together. His forehead pressed down against Lance's bare, sweaty shoulder, and his 
body bowed as his climax ripped through him. Death! 


He fell into the blackness of it, fell and never wanted to rise again. 


But it was only seconds before he resurfaced, before his ears again heard the sound of Lance's breathing. 


Before he felt the disappointment come crashing in. And the pain. 


He groaned and rolled over, pulling free of the kid as he did. He lay on the ground, staring up at a ceiling he 


didn't know, in a room where he no longer wanted to be. 


Beside him, Lance moved, struggled to pull his jeans back on Tommy sat up, scrubbing a hand over his eyes. 


Fuck. 

"Lum." 

Tommy ignored him and stood, lacing his leathers back up. 

Lance blushed, looking around the small room until he found what he was looking for. He hurried to a corner by 


the couch and bent over the small table. When he came back, his hand was extended with a scrap of paper. 


Tommy could just make out the scribbled "Lance" and a phone number. 


"| just. have to go. J.C. and | are supposed to introduce Jessica Simpson" His cheeks were pink. "But we could.. 


we could do this again l.. Call me." 


Tommy thought about saying something. But it was easier just to take the paper and close it in his fist. He 


shrugged. "Sure. See you around" 


"Bye... 


Tommy didn't look back. 


